y- fally.
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Harry Herber
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Hmit to look the part. You can? fron
the boof marks out of my mug ln a
hundred years,

hills—the cool, invigorating mornings,
the keen wind of the noon peaks, the

The old desert and | placidity of the evenlug as the stars

the border towns and the boftle burp- | multiplied In the peaceful sky.

ed 'em In Lo stay.
don't go with business clothes.

to look fiy—jest ke I diln't know po | tered unbroken horses without bru
| ity. This counted heavily for him, bo

better,”

“Perbaps you are right. You seem
to make 8 go of everything von tnckle”

“Yop! Some things | made go so
fast I aln't eaught up with "em yet
You know I used to wonder If a fella's
face would ever come smooth agaln in
heaven. That was a spell ago. [ aln't
been worryln' about It none lately.”

*How old are you?"

“Me? I'm huggin' thirty-five clost
But notfso clost I can't hear thirty-aix
lopin’ up right smart.”

*Only thirty-fivel” exclaimed Win
throp; then quickly, “Oh, T beg your
pardon!™

“That's nothin',” sald Overland gen
“It ain't the ‘thirty-five’ that
makes me feel sore, it's the ‘only.
You sald it all then

red chips.”
Y“Well, you have lived!"” sighed Win

en, 1I'd jest as moon take my chances
with this here mug of mine, what
shows I earned all 1 got, as with one
of them there dead flsh faces I seen on
gome guys that never done nothin' bet-
ter or worse than get up for break:
M"

Winthrop smiled. “Yes. And you
belleve in a heaven, then?"

*From mornin' till night. And then
more than ever. Not your kind of a
heaven, or mebby any other guy's
But as sure as you're goln' to crenss

them new boots by settin' too clost to
thers

the fire there's somethin' up
windin' up the worka regular and seeln’
that she ticks right and once In awhile
chuckin' oot old wheels nnd puttin’ in
new ones, Jest take n look at them
stars! Do you reckon they're runnin'
right on time and not jumpin® the track
and dodgln' eacli other that slick—Jest
bocause they was throwed out of u

<. star factory promiscus ke n shovel of |

gravel? Buare, there's somethin' rn.
nin' the Mg works, but whether me or
vou is goin' to get a look in—goin' to
be 1ot in on it—why, that’s different.”
Winthrop drew back from the fire
and crossed his legs He leaned for
ward, gazing at the flames. From the
distance came the howl of coyotea

CHAPTER XII
Silent Saunders.

NI aftér another, In the course |
of the two years following Cel- |
llo's arrival, the old riders of|

the Moonstone rancho drifted

awny. There remalned but Brand Wik
lHams, the foreman; Collle and the!
sturdy, hard riding Miguel, a young

Spanish vaguero, who was devoted to
but two things In life, his splendid

pinto pony and the Moonstono ranch,

The others had been lured to the new |
ofl flelds up north—to the excltement
of Goldfield or to Mexico City, whero

even more excitement promised. In

thelr stead came new men—Bud Light, |

Parson Long, Blly Dime and one 8l
lent Baunders,

Loulse became acquainted with the

new men while riding with her uncle.

Sbe was his constant companion in the
hills. One by one the new arrivals be-

came devoted to her, Her sincere In-
terest in the ranch work pleased them,
and naturally, for it was thelr work
Whalter Stone was also pleasgy with

his niece’s Interest in the detall of the |

ranch work. B8be was as a daughter

Them kind of looks |
1 got | cowmen, a rider who handled and mas-
Lal- |
th |

But belleve me, |
pardner, the thirty-ive have been nli!

He became that rare quantity among

with Loulse and Walter Stone. Men
new to the range laughed at his meth-
ol of “gentling” horses. Later thelr
lnughter stilled to envious deslre. Lack-
ing his invariable patience, hils con.
glitent mugnetism, they finally resuin-
ed thelr old methods gnd earned doml-
nance by sheer strength of arm-"main

strength and awkwardness,” as Wil
liams put it
“It'a essy—for him,"” commented |

Braod Willlams, discussing Collle's al-
most uncanny quelling of a viclous, un-
bitted mustapg. “It's casy. You fellas
expect & hoss to buck and bite and kick
aud buffalo you generally. ITe dou't
He don't expect ppything ke that, and
he don't let ‘em learn how."

*Can you work It that way?" mlkr!d'

Billy Dime,

“Nope. |1 learned the other way, and
the hosses knows (L. 1 always had to
swedt. Ie's born to it natural, llke a

“And come clost to forgettin' to once | §ood cow pony is.

or twice, Anyhow, speakin’ of heav- |

And Collle looked upon his work as
A& game—an gume that bad to be played
bard and well, but a game neverthe
less. Incdidentally he thought often of
Overland Red. He bad searched the
papers diligently for a year before he
recélved the frst letter from Overland.
The news It contained set Collle to
thinking sertously of leaving the Moon-
stones rancho and joining his old com
panion in this new venture of gold dig
glng, which, as Overland took palna to
explain, was “paying big.” But there
was Loulse. They were great friends.
They had even ridden to town together
and attended the ittle white church in
the eucalyptus grove. He thought of

their ride homeward Iate that Sunday |

afternoon,

Once and ence only bad Overland's |
buuk |

pame been mentioned In the
house, Sauunders, dlscussing borses
and riders ln general, listened to Col-

He's account of Overland's escape from |
Theu he I'-[iflk("
slightingly of the feat, clalming tllati

the deputy, Tenlow
any man who had ever ridden range
conld do ag much with the right pony.

Brand Willinms tried to change the

wulbject, for shrewd reasons of his
own, but Collle Oamed up Instantly.
“1 got a little saved up,” he s;ml.|

“mebba $500

Are you game?"”
*I'm not on the bet,” replled Baun
ders, “8o Overland Red Is a friend of
yours, eh ¥
“Overland Red counld ride whera you
daseent to wnlk and drag a balter,”
nnserted Collle.

sllence, a lttle ashamed in that he had | his place always,

been trapped into showing temper,

Willlams the taciturn astonished the
bunk house by adding: “The kid is
right. Red could outride most men, 1
was his pal once down In Sonora
There ain't a better two gun artist .
in." And the lean foreman looked
polntedly at SBaunders.

Saunders smiled evilly.
son to Dbelleve that Willlams
spoken the truth.

A fow weeks Iater Willlnms, return-
Ing unexpectedly to the bunk housa,
found Saunders changing his shirt
preparatory to a ride to town, The
rest of the boys were already on thelr

Ite hiad rea-
had

way tw the Oro rancho across the val-
ley. Willlama saw (wo puockered

| scars, each above the elbow, on Saun

to bim., Some day the property would | ders’ bared arms.

ba hers,

Fully consclous from within bersell | roormnn {ndicating the other's scarred | knew  himaself
dependence upon ber uncle, |
managed to be of Inestimable |
P service. She performed her self al- |

e §

“That was good shootin',” sald the

“Falr,” sald Saunders grufMy.

She's yours If you dast |
| to walk a horse, comin’ or goln', over
| that Arift that Red took oo the jump. | ariheloss the relos

| enedd gently.

B0 | ot business that

bim,” sald Willlams, smiling.
! “Cholo mixup,” sald Saundern
“And shootin' from the ground at
“And at a

letted tasks without ostentation.
had that rare quality of stimulating
enthusiasm among tho men—enthusi-
asm for thelr work and pride in giviog |

"'hiunml.mnmmtlmmout]
way and not finlah

:l thful and energetic "’““_pm.i that,” continued WilHama,

accomplishing a littls more each

Aay than was asked or expected of|

them. Loulse’s youth, ber beauty, her
sincerity and, above all, ber absolute
simplcity of manper commanded ad-
tion and respect among the hard
riding Moonstone boys, BShe was to
them a “lady," yet a lady they could
understand. Hers was a gentle tyran-
ny. A request from ber was decmed
& great compliment by ita reciplont.
Auotthm.wﬁhlh-txt:mﬂ
Collle, openly pralsed her horseman-
ship, her quiet daring, ber uniform

kindness. Her beauty bad ceased to,
be commented upon. It was accepted

them as one accepts the fragrant
uty of a rose, naturally, silently,
tefully.
Lollle had gatned in belght and
breadth of whoulder. He no longer

folla on & horse, Easy to see that,
for both holes are slantin' up, The
shootin" was done from below.'”

Saunders filushed. [HIe was about to
speak when Williama interrupted him,
“Makes mo think of some of Overland
Ted's—that la, old Red Jack Bummen'
fapcy work. 1 don't know why,"” he
drawled, and, turning, he left the bunk
house.

Oollle, returning from a visit to the
Oro mancho that evening, was met by
Willams. The Iatter was on foet

“Drop Into my sback after dark”
sald the foreman. Then he stepped
back Into the bushes as the other men
rode up.

The foreman's interview with Collle
that evening was bhrief It left a lot
to the imagination. “You wmald too

poeded Instryction in managing bron-| myeh about Overland Red the other

gho stock, Ie lJared the lfe of the' yight when you was talkiz'. to Sllens

Saunders,” said Willlams. “He's tryfn
to find out somethin'. [ don't know
what he's after. Koop your eye peeled
and your teeth on the bit. That's pll®

A wonth bad passed. The alr was
wurm and clear, the sky lutensely blue
Moonstone canvon grow (mgrant with
budding fowers, The Uttle lzards

came from thelr winter crevices ll!ll.“l

¢lhung to the warmned stones. A

of young quall futtered along

sUn

COvey
the le under the stately survell
| nce of the mother Lird, WHA cats

prowled boldly on the southorn slopes,

| Cottontails buddled bepnenth the grease-

woixdl brush and nibbled at the grassea
The canyon stream ran clear agaln
pow that the storm wasbed silt had
settled
were cold and cutting, bot on the
slopes apd In the valleys the earth was
molst and warm.

Loulse, humming a song, rode slowly

nlong the Moonstone canyon trail Al.l

the "double turn” in the canyon, where
dwelt Echo and hor myrmidons, Loulse
rode more slowly.
Dreaming Fance, the cobbler's son, took
hils tools and luoes,
Wrought her shoea of scarlet dye, shoes
AN DALD RS ANOW,

They shall lead her wild ross foet all the |

faory paces,

Danced along the road of love, the road

such feet ashould go.

She sang slowly, pausing after each
line that the echoes might not blur

“Danced along—along—the rond—of
love, the road—of love—of love,” sang
the echoes,

Loulse smiled dreamily. Then the
clatter of Boyar's shod hoofs rang and
re-echoed, finally to hiush in the gravel
of the ford beyond.

Why Loulse thought of Collle just
then it would be dificult to imagine
Still she bad caught herself noting lt-
tle detalls associated with him and
his work, He Lrushed his teeth. Not
all of the other men did. He did not
chew tobacco, Despite his lack of ear
ly trulning he was naturally neat. He
disliked Oith instinclively., His bits,
spurs uod trappings shone. He had
learned to sboe his siring of ponles,
An art that 1s fast becoming lost nmong
preseot day cowmen. With Hitle com-
ment, but falthful zeal, he copled
Brand Willlams. This, of course, flut-

tered the tactiturn cowman, who un. |

obtrusively arranged Collle’'s work so
that ft might bring the younger map
before the notice of Walter Stone and
locldentally Loulse, Of course Loulse
was not aware of this,

The girl no longer sang as she rode,
but dreamed, with unseelng eyes on
the trall ahead—dreamed such dreams
as one way put aslde coslly until, per.
chauce, the dream converges tewanrd
reality, whlilch eannot be so lightly put
aside,

Brand Willlams had his own ideas
of romance, ldeas pretty well sub
merged In the deepa of hardy experi
ence, but exlsting nevertheless and as
lmmovable as the bed of the sea. He
badgered Collle whenever he chanced
to have seen him with the rose girl,
and, smiling inwardly at the young
man's Indignation, he would straight
way arrange that Collle should ride to
town for, say, o few pounds of staples
wanted when be knew that
the bueckboard would be golng to town
on the morrow and also that there
were pleatly of staples in Lhe store
roonL.

Bomethjug of the kind was ufool, or,

in & hurry,

father, u-saddle, ag Loulse rode down
the Moonstone trafl, for bevopnd the
turn and the rippling ford she saw o

lithe, Mae shirted gure that she knew

Loulse would not bave andmitted even
to herself that she urged Dovar
tightened and slnck
Hoyar swung Iinto hia
easy lope. It pleased the gir! that Col
e, turning in his saddie at the sound
of hoofs, waved a salute, but did not
chack his horse. He bhad never pre

Nov

lhl.mlw'l on ber frpk friendship and
Then he relapsed to | “taken things for granted.’

He kepm

He was polite, a

| little retlcent and very much in love

with Loulse, Loulse did not pretend
to herself that slie was pol awnre of
ft. Bhe was all the more pleased that
Collle should nct so admirably., She
had jJoaned bim books, some of which
he had read falthfully and Intelligent
Iy. In secret be had kissed ber pame
written on the fyleaf of ench of them.
He really rather adored Loulse than
loved her, and be bullded well, for his
adoration (uniutimate as adoration
must ever be until parchance 1t touches
earth and 1s trausiated into love) was
of that blithe and insplriting quality
that lifts a man above his natural self

and shapes the lips to song apd the
heart to unselllsh wervicee He knew
himself to be good looking and not al
together & barbarian, No morbld bope
lessness clouded his broad borizon. He
and cherished his
strength and bis optimism. e ate

| alowly, which Is po lnsignificant ltem

on the credit side of the blg book of
Buccons.

Collle lifted his Lroad brimmed hat
as Loulse rode up. His face was fluah-
ed. s lips were amiling, but his dark
eyes were steady and grave

“Morning, Collle! Boyar Is just
boun®to lope. He never can bear to
have & horse abead of him.™

“He dou't have to very often,” sald
Collle.

“Of coorse there are Kentucky sad.
die horses that could beat him. Bat
they are not cow ponles.”

“No. And they couldn't beat him If
they bad to do his work In the bhilla
About n week of the tralls would kill a
thoroughbred.”™

“Boyar Is very concelted, aren't you,
boy?" And sbhe patted the sleek arch
of his neck.

“1 don't blame him,” sald Collie, his
eyes twinkling.

*Golng all the way to own?" asked
Loulse.

“Yea, HBrand wants some Lhings
from the store.”

,:_['m golug to the station. We ex-

On the peaks the high winds |

pect n - WIEZAM TioH some [rlenils
Maybe ther'll ,be there themselves. 1
hope pot thou They sald thoy were
coming tomerrow, but would telegraph
if they started sooner. We would have
to get I'rice’s team and buckboard, and
I'dt be sshamed to ride bLolhind his
horwes, especinlly with my-my friend
from the east™

A6 TG WSS Lorse = TIKG the
reads about, you know,” uatll Dr, Mar.
shall, slowly comiug ont of n kind of
anticipatory haze, as Boyar stood on
bis bind feet aud tried to face the
buckboan, recoguizsed the black horso
us Loulse's saddie anlmal. e took a
frimer grip on the seat and looked at
Collle, The young man secmwed to be

“Boyar and this here buckskin colt
would make a pretty falr team.” ven.
tured Collie, smillng to himself,

“T'o drive? Heavens, Collle, no! |
They've neither of them been in har- |
ness.”

“I was just tmagining.” sa!d Collle. |

“Of course!” exclaimed Loulse, langh- |
Ing. “l1 understand. Why. I must be
Iate. There's the traln for the north |
Just Jeaving the station. 1 expected to
be there in cane the Marsballs did come |
today., But they sald they'd tele- |
graph.”

“l can seo three folks on the plat-
form,” sald Collle. *“One 13 the agent
Beo bls cap shine? Then there's a man
and a woman," |

“If it'sa Anne she'll never forgive me,
She's so formal about things. It can't|
be the Marshalls, though™ |

“We can ride,” suggested Collle |
And the two ponles leaped forward. |
A little trull of dust followed thgm
across the valley. !

|
CHAPTER XL |
The Guests Arrive.

T the statlon Loulse found her
guests, young Dr. Marshall and
his wife, also the telegram an-
pouncing the day they wonld

arrive.

“I'm sorry,” began Loulse. But the
Marshalls silenced her with hearty |
“Oh, pshaws!” and “No matters,” with |
an incidental hug from Anne. |

“Why, you have changed so, Annel"
exclalmed Loulse. *“What have you|
been dolng? You used to be so terribly |
formal, and now you're mctually hng-
ging me in publie!™

“The ‘publie’ has just departed, Miss
Lacharme, with your pony, 1 belleve
He rides well—the tall, dark ¢hap that
came with you”

“Oh, Collle! HHe's gone for tho buck-
board, of course. Stupld of me not to
drive down. We really dido’t expect |
you untll tomorrow, but you'll run:ivo;
us all, won't you? You can see now |
how telegramas are bandled at these |
stations.”

Apno Mamshall, a brown eyed, rather
stately and pleasingly slender girl, |
smiled and shook her head *1 dou't'
know. [ may If you will promise tu‘

introduce me to that fascinating young
cowboy that rode away with your|
horse. [ used to drenm of such men.
Young Dr. Marshall coughed. The |
girls lnughed,
“Oh, Collle? sald Loulse.
meet bhilm,

“Of courso
He's our right

you will

The Borrowed Buckboard Had Ar.

rived Dramatically.

hand wman, Uncle Walter says be |
couldn't get mlong without him, and |
Aunty Eleanor just thinks bhe 1s per
fect.”

“And
shall

“Same,” snld Loulse noncommittally.
“l don't wee why he took Doyar wlth]
him to the store though™

The Marshalls and Loulse paced |
slowly up and down the station plat-
form, chatting about the enst and Lou
lse's last visit there before Anne wu|
married,  Presently they were inter
rupied by a wiil clatter of hoofs and
the grind and screech of a bastily ap-
piied brake. The borrowed buckbourd,
strong. lght, two seated and bullt for
service. had arrived dramatically. Col-
e leaned back, the relns wrapped
around tis wri-1s and his foot pressing
the brake bom+ In the harvess stood ‘

or, rathier, gyronted Boyar and l_‘-cllfl.'l'

own jpwny, Aluche It s enaugh to
say that neithvr of them had ever been

Lonlse ™ querled Anne Mar

in bharness belore, The poules were
trylng to get rid of the appeaded ve
hicle through any possible means,

Louise gasped.

“I'rice’s team s out—over to the Oro
mpch. 1 knew you wanted a team in
a hurry,” sald Collle

“It looks quite like a team In & hor
ry,” commented Dr. Marshall. “Your
man {8 a good driver?"

“Splendid!” sald Loulse. *“Come on,
Anne. You always sald you wanted to
ride behind some real western horses,
Here they are”

“Why, this (s Just—just bullyl®
whispered the stately Anne Marshall,
=And lsn’t be u striking Ogore?”

“Yea," amsented Loulss, who wan
Just the least bit uncertaln as to the
outcome of Collle’'s hasty assembling
of untutored harness materfal. "It s
just ‘bully.' Where in the world did
you unearth that word, Anve?’

Dr. Marshall’'s offhand designation
of the buckbourd as “a team in a hor-
ry" wan prophetlc, even unto the end.

What Boyar could pot accomplish ln | #ay that when they have his trouble,
the way of oquine gymnasties in har. | you know.”

ness Apache, Collle's pony, could.

Loulse was a Httle fearful for her say he was In pretty falr shape.” said

guesta, yet she had conBdence ln the | the doctor.
driver. The Marshalls apparently saw | at a good altitude, somewhers on the

| Walter Stone hnd know

enjoylpg himsalf,
of worry on bis clean cut face

“PTretty lvely," sald the doctor,

Collie, with his foot on the brake
nnd Loth arms righl, podded. Moon
Blope canyon trall was not a boole-
varnl. He was not to be lured into
conversatlon. e was giving hils whole
mind and all of his magnetiam to the
team.

Boyar and Apache took advantage
of every turn, plteh, steep dascent and
fond to display the demoulacal fugenn-
ity inspired by thelr outraged fealings.
They were splendld, obedient saddle
animals, but to be buckled and strap
ped In irritating harness and bitched
to that four wheeled disgrace, a bick
board!

Anne Marshall chutted happlly with
Loulse, punctuating her lvely chatter
with subdoed Uttle cries of delight an
#ome new furn lo the teall opensd on
& vista unimaginably beautiful, espe-
clnlly to her eastern eyes.

Young Dr, Marshall, in the front seat
with Collle, braced his feet and smiled.
He had had experience in 0 New York
ambulance, bLut them that had been
over level streets, He glanced ower
the edge of the eanyon road, and his
smile faded a lttle. It faded ontirely
as the front wheel sheared off & gener-
ous shovelful of earth from a sharp
upright angle of the hill as the team
took the turn at a gallop.

“The road needs widening there any-
way,” ecommented Collle, as though
apologlzing.

“1 bave my—er—repale kit with me,"”
#ald the genlnl doctor. “I'm a sor
geon.”

Collle nodded, but kept his eyes rig
iy on the horses, Evidently this lm-
muculate of the white collar and enffs

and the styllgsh gray tweeds had
“sand."
“They're a little fussy, bot 1 know

‘em,” sald Collle ns Boyar, apparently
terror siricken at a manzanita that he
had passed hundreds of times, reared,
his fore feet panwing space and the
tracey dangerously slack Loulse bit
ber lower lip nod quickly called Anne's
attention to a spot of vivid color on the
hliside. To Dr. Marshall’s surprise,
Collle struck Apache, who was behav-
ing, smartly with the whip. Apache
leaped forward, bringing Boyar down
to his feet aguin. The doctor would
have been lnclined to strike Boyar for
misbehaving, He saw Collie's wisdom
and smiled. To bave punished Boyar
when already on his hind feet wounld
have been folly

At the top of the next grade the
Inthering, restive ponles finally settled
to a stubborn trot “Mad clean
through,' said Collle
they
anld the doctor,

were behaving
not ne

“1 should wny

well enough,”

much as an oplnlon ns to relleve his
tense nerves o speech.

“When a brone gets to acting lady
ke then fg the tlmwoe to look out,™ sald

Collle. “"Noyasn

Iwen In harness before Seems kind

Lof quesr to 'em

Never een—why, hiuh! For
it et Mrs, Marshall

“What!
hia
hear that!™

en s sake, U

Walter Btone and LWis wife made the |

fmmediately
e, Marghull's
father, he found o the son @
pleasgant lving recollection of Wy old
friend Aunt Eleanor and Loulse had
visited with Anne when they were
east, She Anne Winthrop then,
and Loulsesand she had found much
in common to enjoy In shopping and
slghtseving. Thelr one regret was that
Loulse would have to return to the west
before Anne's marriage to the young

Marsholls feel nt home

anil

wWas

Dr. Marshall they admired so much
There had been vague promises of
coming west after “things were sot

tled."” ns Ante put 1, which was mere.
Iy another of saying, “After we
are married and have becowe enough
need to each other to really enjoy a
long trip west.”

The Marshalls had arrived, with
three yours of happiness behind them
and apparently with an seon or so of
happlness to look forwand to, for they
wore quiet, unassuining young folks,
with plenty of money and no desire
whatever to make people awure of It

In the shadows of the mountals

evening they congregated on the ver
anda and chatted about the east, the
west and lncldentally about the pro-
posed pleule they were to enjoy a few
days Inter, when "boots and saddles”
would be the order of the day., “And
the tralls are pot bad, Anne” sald
Loulse, “When you get used to them
you'll forget all about them, but your
pony won't. He'll be Just as deliber
ate and anxlous about your sufety and
his at the end of the week as he wan
at the beginning."

“Imagine! A week of riding about
these mountalon! How Billly would
have enjoyed it, doctor!™

“Yes. But I belleve he s having a
pretty good time where he 18"

“We wish ha could be bere, Anne”
pald Loulse. “I've never met your
brother. He's always boen away when
I have been cast.”

“Which has been his misfortune,”
sxld Dr. Marshall,

“He writes such beautiful letters
about the desert and his mining elalm

way

~that's his Iatest fad—and says be's
much strouger. But [ belleve they all

“From Billy‘'s last letter I should

“He's living outdoors and

There wasn't a line |

d Apache have nover |

pothing more than o palr of very sple. | desert.  He's making money. Ha posts
= |

A

'4.',“ :

In the Radiance of the Perch
Stood a Wonderfully Attired Stranger,

AlETeTlet T n TOWH CRDET Dagiets Tn
this gtate.”

“Up above Ban Berdoo” sald Wal-
ter Stone. And he stralghtway drift-
ed Into roverie

“Hello!" exclaimed
leaning Torwatd  “Bounds like the ex-
hagat of a pretty heavy car. [ didn't
imagins any one would dgive that can-
yon road after dark."

“Unusual,” sald Stone, getting to,hla
feet. “"Some one in a hurry. 11l turn
on the porch light and defy the mos-
qultoes."

With a leonine roar and a succéed-
log clatter of ompty eylinders an {m-
mense rmcing car stopped at the gate
below. The powerful headlight shot a
widening pathway through the night
Volees came distinetly from the yicin-
ity of the machine. Before Walter
Stone had reached the bottom gtep of
the porch a buge figurs appesred from
out the shadows. In the radiance of
the poreh light stood a wondarfully at-
tired stranger. Frock cost, silk hat,
patent leathers, etriped and
pearl guiters, o white vest a no-
ticeable watch chain adorned the driv-
er of the nutomobile. He stood for
a minute blinking in the light; then
ho swept his bat from his head with
muscular grace. “EPxcuse me for in-
trodin',” he sald.  *“I seen this gllm
and headed for It Ila Mr. Walter |
Stone at lee-sure? |

“I'm Walter Stone.” sald the ranch.
er, somewhat mystified,

Dr. Maraball,

“My name's Bummers, Jack Sum-
mers, proprietor of the Rose Girl
mine”  And Overland Red, erstwidle
sherlff of Abllene, cowboy, tramd.

prospector, gun man and many other
interosting things, proffered a lllghij'
engraved I.-_ii..:;i card,  Augaln b bﬁ_"-
ol |-."|-fn].'|l'|'_‘-_ f« hnt in his hind, a

white earnation in his buttonholeoand
rapture In N et He had seen
Loulse ngaln- Loubus leaning forward,
staring at him luerednlo Wouldn't
the rose glel e surpr | Hhe was.

“T ean't | that 1 aguite undep
staml™ began &

“Why, I's the i e Tortowed
my pony ! « aloed Lonise

“Carvect, mle I—1 te thauk
you for lendis iyuse that
time."

Walter St to lnugh.
“Come up and rest alter your teip up

the canyon. OF course you wanut to see
Collle. He told e about yonre find-
Ing the elatm.  Bays you have glven
him a quarter Interest. ' glad you'ro
dolng well.”

“1 took n little run In to Los to get
some new tires, The desert eats ‘em
up pretty fast. The Guzzub, she cast
her off hind shoe the other day. 1 was
pcared she'd go lame, Beln' up this
way, | thought I'd roll up and see Col-
He™

“The ‘Guzzoh?™
“You rode up, then?*

“Nope. The fiuzzuhb is me little old
mein' car, | christened her that right
after 1 got so a8 [ could climb on to
her without her pitchin® me off, She's
some birone, she s

CHAPTER XIV,

queried  Stone.

A Red Episode,

VERLAND RED, deapite hia
outward regenemtion, Was
Overland Ited still, only a lttls
more so. His overwhelming

apparel accentuated his pecoliaritios,
bis bumorous gestures, his silent self
consclonsness, But there was some-
thing big, foreeful and wholesouled
about the man, sometling that attract-
od desplite bis (ncongruities.

Young Dr. Marshall studied him,
racking his memory for a name. Pres-
ently bo turned to his wife. “What
was Billy's partner's pame—the miner?
I've forgotten.”

“A Mr. Bummers, | bolleve. Yea, I'm
sure. Juck Summers Billy called him
in his letters”

“Just a minute,” sald the doctor,
turning to Overland, who sat, huoge
limbed, smillug, red visaged, happy.
“Pardon me. You sald Mr. Jack Bum-
mers, I belleve. Do you happen to
know a Mr. Winthrep, Bllly Win-
throp ™

“Me? What, Billy? Blly Winthrop!
Bay, ia this me? I Inbaled a whola
lot of gasoline comin’ up that grade,
but 1 ain‘t feelln’ dizsy. Billy Win-
throp? Why"— And his exclamation
subsidead eautiously, "Did

_ (Te be Sentinued)
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